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Pindaric Ode, 
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_ dead, alas! beyond recoyry dead ! ry 7 : by 
The Queen is dead in whom: we Ivd, ee | | I: : | : 
While all our Joys far tis het Soul are fed,” ll 
And ſcarce can ſooner be retriey'd : : hs _ 
What then remains for Comtort or Reich, © 2 os” my "Y 2, 
But a free Vent to our juſt Source of Grief 2 5 
Deſcend, Britannia, from thy lofty Seat, © "ta TOfk 1. ted 710] 
Lay all the Enſigns of thy- Grandeir down, a} pH 100 
Thy Robes, thy Scepter, and thy Crown $7 
Shew thy concern, as 1ts occaſion, great. | 1, 
No more the mingled colours of thy Roſe 
Shall their united Beauty boaſt, + 
Since thoſc her fairer Cheeks did once diſcloſe, 
Are pale and wither'd, dead and loſt 
Call tair Albania to ipartake thy woe, 
For, as the Loſs, the will the Sorrow ſhate, © ©" 12 
Whoſe Stings more pungentthan her Thiſtkes are.” 
Thy Handimaid, fad Jeriza, too + | (2:06 £27008 
A mournful Lamentation mult prepare, - " 0 
Her Golden Lyre muſt now DE lie - iy 
Like thoſe of -Iſael in exile {4 000 Het 3 99 


7 She, 


(4 3 
She, tho long versd in feign'd complaint, 
- And in affeted Mourning quaint, 
Thro all the confines of her Iſle 
WHl raiſe a louder than her native Cry, 
Will rcal Sofrow to her Heart admit, 
And grieye in Tears no longer counterfeit. 
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Let your loud Out-crys reach the Belgick ſhore; 

Her Lion will with yours in Conſort roar, 

And ſhe will weep at the amazing ſound, 
Till from the Flood-gates of her Eyes 

Her Land is more in danger to be drown'd, 

Than by the Tides that at her Sluces rife; 

For Grief her dear Maria breathleſs lics, 

For Grief her loy'd Maria 1s no more. 

She ſought Maria, and obtain'd her young, 

Her Prince renown'd in Council and mn Arms, 
Who never any Conqu'ror knew, 

Till he Maria's powerful Eycs did view, 
And found their influence too ſtrong ; 
Subdu'd by her reliſtlefs Charms, 

Courted this Treaſure to enrich' the Land, 
Whoſe value with her years increaſt, 

Did more and morethe Peoples Hearts command, 

Who moſt eſtcem'd her, as they knew her beſt , 

She bleſt them carly, and adorn'd them long, 
Till, co-her native Soil recall d, 

By Chriftion, worſe than Heathen Rome enthirall'd. 
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EP 


She here did with tranſcendent luſtre ſhine, . 
Our Rights and our Religion did ſecure, 
Kept them inviolate, that firm and pure 
Our Practice by Example did refine. 

Bur Dearh has quencht our 1ſrael's Light, 
Has robd Britannia's Eyes of their Delight, 
Has faatch'd 4/bania's and lerna's Joy, 

And diſappointed Belgza's longing Sight. 
SINCE Fate does all your Blik alike deftroy, 
All ſhould 1n Sorrow, as in Saff ring joyn, 

And nill her Body ſhall reviye, 
Preſerveher facred Memory alive ; 

Then loudly your confederate Voices raiſe, 
Mourn, mourn Marid's Fall, ſing ſing Maria's Prailc. 


SES 


While we our forrow for her loſs expreſs 
And with unbounded grief our own bewal, 
Well may we fear to find the paſſion fall, 
Rather than ſwell to an excels; 
For if a Deluge of inceflant Tears 
And Pyramids of monumental Verſe, 
Arc but due Off rings at a worthy Herſe; 
To hers the Tribute ſhould be largely paid, 
To hers, in whom all Excellence was found, . 
In whom each Grace and Virtue did abound. =. _ 
All by which man.is good or happy mades = 
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All to be valu'd or delir'd, 
All to be imitated or admird, 
All that for which che wifeſt Monarch pray'd, 
All that which makes the Juſt, alive ador'd, 
And dead, as univerſally deplord, 
Humble as high, and affable as grear, 
She did, her Subjects as a Parent treat ; 
To all their circumſtances had regard, 
Supply'd the needy, and the good preferr'd, 
The objects of her Pity or her , Care. 

Did both, as both were wanted, ſhare: 
Thoſe found Rclief, and thek obtain'd Reward. 
This Practice, thefe Perfe&tions of her Mind, 
Have made her dear, as ſhe was good, to all ; 
And do oblige, as they affe&t Mankind, 


” To wait cloſe Mourners at her Funeral. 


'T V. 


For, oh! A fatal and a loathd Difeaſe ; 
Fatal to England heretofore, 
And juſtly hated for its Injuries, 
When it the Royal Blood did ferze, 
Aſſoon as Heayen is Current did reftore, 
And ſnatch'd.our duxling Ghocefter from our cyes. 
Did Beauty omits. Throne unvade, 
Alike to Heav'n, as her, and us unkind, | 
Since Heay'n was-copy'd irv her Face and Mind, 
Its Glory here, its Goodneſs there difplay'd. 
Daily the growing Malady prevaild, 


And 


© #3 
And weakning her, increaſt its ſtrength; 
Till battled Art fell to diſpair at length, 
To ſec how its Succefslefs meaſures faild, 
And her Phyſicians by thcir Sighs:and Tears, 
Declard the fad Preſages of their Fears. 


V. 


Scarce could the chicf Embaſſador of Heaven, 
To whoſe reluctant tongue the Charge was giv n; 
Lay the Conſtraint on his abhorring Breath 
To vent the ſad Preparative for Death ; _ 
But what his faltring words could hardly ſpeak 
Was not unwelcom to her Ears, 
She with a ſmile the fatal Summons hears 
With leſs concern, than he who broughtit ſhew'd ; 
And more unmovd,than they who liftning ſtood); 
All Hearts, but hers, appear'd with Grief to break, 
She in the Sentence no ſurprize did find, 
Nor now was to prepare to dye : 
That mighty work was her great buſineſs made; 
How to perform it ſhe did often try, 
And with leſs fervency for daily Bread, 
Than daily dying to the World, ſhe pray'd. 
Thus ſhe Heav'ns Gift, her Life, to Heayn reſign, 
| As freely as the Scepter from her Hand, 
Which in our Monarch's Abſence well ſhe ſway'd 5 
Nor more to loſe her Life, than Powr, repind, 
But cheerfully her Prince and God obey'd, 
As ere ſhe did the Realms they call'd her to, command. 
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And now the Scene of Death's ſad pomp appears, 
The Quecn 1s from her {elf eſtrang'd, 
Her ſtrength impair'd, her lovely Viſage chang'd, 
In ev'ry part ſhe dying Symptoms bears. 
While the proud Conqueror inſults her Face, 
Does Beauty's nobleſt Cirttadel ſurprize, 
Clouds all the darling Sple ndor of her Eyes, 
And triumphs oyer every captiy'd Grace. 
Naſſaw obſery'd her yielding to the Foe, 
He faw, and dreaded Natures quick decay, 
And found his Courage baffled now ; 
That Courage that did falling States ſupport, 
And frighten Armies from the Field, 
Can to her ſuccor find no way, 
But unſacceſsful in its chief effort 
it {lf does to the powerful Tyrant yield 3 
Since he can bring Maria no rclict, 
Since nothing for her ſafety can be done, 
He grows regardleſs of his own, 
Abandon'd wholly to Exceſs of Gricf ; 
And to divert the Raviſher 
From his injurious force on her, 
Invites him rather on himſelf to prey, 
And ſwooning, haſtes to meet him on the way. 
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Wiſely the Tyrant to 6ommit his Rape, 
_ Aflumnd this formidable ſhape, 
He could no other frightful Viſage wear, 
In no diſmaying Form but this appear, 
To ſhock undaunted Nafſaw's daring Soul, 
Who oft, unmoy'd, had look'd him 1n the Face; 
Ofr! ſought him out in cv'ry likely place ; 
Among loud Cannon and their roaring Balls, 
In Camps cntrench'd, and well mann'd City Walls, 
W hile Showrs of breaking Bombs fcll round his Head; 
He ſaw the fierce deſtructive Lightnung roul, 
Amidſt the Danger, free from Dread ; 
And could Death's Terrors ev'ry where deſpiſe 
Burt in his dear Mariqs dying Eyes 3 
There they a ghaſtly Vizard wore, 
Such as he never ſaw betore. 
This diſmal Object pierc'd his ſoftned Heart, 
The Foe attacking thus his tendreſt part, 
Soon made a Conqueſt ore the whole : 
And now he firſt knew what it was to fear, 
Nor could have known it for himſelf, but her. 
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Her he preferr'd to his own precious lite, 
For ſhe its greateſt Bleſling prov'd, 
And had not this attempt of Fate, 
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Too well convined him of her mor tal ſtate, 
Had he not thus been andeceiy'd: 


He by her form and goodneſs had belicy'd 


An Angel, not a Woman, was his Wite. 

So firmly, ſo intirely ſtill they lov'd, 

Thar ncver two became more truly one : 

She had no will, but to her Lord's refign'd, 
His Pleaſure ſway'd the Empire of her mind ; 
In cv'ry thing, they were fo cloſely joyn'd, 
That Death a nicer task did never know, 
Than how to make the ſeparation, 

To kill the Wife, 'and not the Husband too. 
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IX. 


Trembling and pale the Monarch near her ſtood, 
And as on her. Death laid his Icy Hand, 
He felc its froſty chillneſs ſeize his Blood, 
Nor ijonger could, when ſhe was falling, ſtand ; 
Faintly he call'd to be remov'd, 
He could not go, ana durſt not ftay 
To fee herdying Pangs, whom he fo dearly lov'd 
io ſce Maria forc'd away. 
SCArce was he carried from the wounding| fight 
When as if-griev'd with him to. part, 
Ard that alone remain'd to break her Hearr, 
As it diſpleas'd to fee the light : 
She did her weary Ey-clids cloſe. 
And in Deaths cold Embraces fell aſleep ; 


| Bur has alas ! diſturb'd the World's repoſe, 


And 
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And leſt it cauſe for - future Years to Weep 3 
While our lamenting Soveraign's fole Relief, 
Is in the num'rous: Partners of. kus. Grief. 


Such Comforts, if there Comfort can be found, 
Do in his own and foreign Realms abound : 
All Lands wherein the doleful news is known, 
Will the vaſt loſs with equal-grief bemoan ; 

All but the Gallick Askelon. 
O never may the Rumour thither come / 
May ev'ry Tongue, that in thoſe ſtreers would ſpread 
The Fatal Tydings, that Maria's dead, 
For its reward be ſtruck for eyer dumb, 
Leſt the inſulting Daughters of our Foe, 
Pride 1n our .Grief, and triumph in our Woe. 


Yet vainly they ſhall at our Loſs rejoyce, 
For ſtill Victorious Nafſaw lives, 
Diſpels our Fears, our Courages revives. 
The faithful Senate crowding round his Throne, 
Do recognize him with a general Voice, 
In dutiful. Addrefles bows, 
Fidelity and juit Obedicnce vows 3; 
Nor do they promiſe him their aid in vain, 
Since they, in his, do their own Rights maintain, 
Such are the Bleſſings of his happy Reign. 
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Supported thus, he half dir Aris advance! ©: 
To ſcourgethe hanghty Infoletiee-ofi Fray © 1 
Shall her faine Hopes arid fading Litties blaſt; 
And make her dearly pay for her Injuſtice paſt. 
To France thenlct us all our thoughes transfer, 
And for adord Maria grieve no more, 
That happy Pricefs is 4bove our Care, 
And we her change injurtoufly deplore ; 
Since for a Mortal Diatem laid down, 

She ſhines it ari itrittioftal Ctowni, 

Incitled to it by her ſecond Birth, 
And reigns a os In FRAVA, who ty d a Sainton TY 
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